GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


Before the Zeptepi, Trudi whispered of 
these latter days and forewarned us of 
this Dawn of the Great Social Reset long 
before Horus canceled her AOL (Amerika 
Online) Account and blocked her on 


My Space... 


In return, she inspired the GOF Cloning of 
Emil s Zombie Samples out into the Ether 
of the lost world of Dial-up, BBS Bulletin 
Boards across the multiverse...Way too 
deep for a “Dursday" (Ancient Druid for 
what the Anglo but not the Saxons now 
call Thursday...) 
OH MY, HOLY TREE SPIRITSI... 
this will be on Friday's Quiz!) and even 
though you quit reading on mention of 
Zombie Samples; Trudi knew all about the 
South China Sea - the place where Popeye 
drown (sad but true). 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


We are gathered here today...indeed we 
are HERE and that is worth the bragging 
rights that comes with the fact that we 
have survived the latest horde of 
Emil's Zombie Samples. 
As a fellow survivor, I share the horror(s) 
of being awoke to find my inbox swarming 
with the second generation of GOF (Gain 
of Function) Zombie Samples that the 
experts at the WHO (not the band!) say 
comes from an outlaw sample lab located 
on the outskirts of the California City of 
Burbank indirectly funded by Doc f. who 
may have been mislead by Emil and his 
local politico (Adam S.) to believe that he 
was funding more Beagle Research. 

I am NOT allowed to use full last names 
due to liability issues or as Ms. Kimie, 
WWWG's legal Beagle, so clearly warned: 
“They will be suing us into the next 
generation if we do!” 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


WWWG's Senior Management have heard 
your concerns, complaint and let me remind 
you that local officials here in Singapore 
do take death threats serious even if it 
was directed against just Emil and not 
WWW6E. 

Seems that we can no longer quarantine or 
lockdown these Emil Zombie Samples as 
they multiple and spread with such a high 
infection ratio that even our dear financial 
friends in the CCP nor their crack teams 
of well-paid, CCP trained fact checkers 
from FaceyBookie have been able to 
vaccinate social media and accorded to 
unnamed sources within the Great Firewall 
tell us that even senior members of the 
party have fallen victim to these Zombie 
Samples as they were disguised as "“XXX- 
Rated Baywatch Beauties!" 

Ms. Kimmie would further state that 
WWWG holds no liability in this matter! 
SEINE 
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Welcome, comrade campers, 
to The Dawn of the Great Social 
Reset brought to you by the same 
people who bought you box of fice 
hits like: 


"Russia...Russia, Twilight in 
Afghanistan, and WMD's Outside 
Baghdad, among others; the 
unaccredited classic Bay of Pigs 
seemed like a good idea." 


Please note that no refunds or 
exchanges are possible until after 
Election Night 2022. 

The limited refund offer is not 
available in China. 
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THE DAW OF THE GREAT SOCIAL RESET 
THE PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC OF AMERIKA 
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CHINESE CENTER FOR DISEASE CONTROL AND PREVENTION 
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Date: Wuhan... 3:45 PM The Chinese Center for Disease Control 
and Prevention (CCDC) issued a level 3 alert today at 13:55 for a 
new outbreak of Emil Zombie Samples in various towns. 
Released from illegal sample labs outside Burbank (CA, USA). 
Note that our Wuhan office forwarded our suggestion that a link 
was found between these zombie samples and the ongoing 
study of illegal GAIN OF FUNCTION (GOF) samples by American 
gangsters. 

An urgent need to broadcast this level 3 alert to all relevant field 
offices, the WHO (not the band!) and the national 
WHWPEWAWO (we hate white people when we ourselves are 
white) after an urgent peer review of these zombie samples 
America. 
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You can see why I'm so poor and almost 
starving because I choose fo tell the 
truth...I'm considered a real social misfit 
and my social credit score is so low that 
even the World Records refuse 
to believe it . Minus 29,999 points - this 
is a new world record (except for the 
Republic of China, but they are 
one country). 

I've been told that if there's one more 
negative, I'll get paid time off to cover all 
the costs of a re-education camp of my 
choice...remember me, send me a cigar, 
they re like bitcoins [in the] camps! 
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Even Trudi s best friends never really got 
her, and they couldn t understand that she 
would start chattering...especially after 
a few drinks. 

When she wept how Popeye would die in 
the South China Sea, they were surprised 
to find that she had the gift of an “all- 
powerful third eye" (like Edgar Casey). 
At that point, they all called her to ask 
about the upcoming lotto numbers. 
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As news spread, a strange car pulled 
up in front of her mum's double- 
wide trailer. 

Stepping out of this luxury Ford 
with tinted windows, these three 
serious guys in big city-made suits 
came out and they rudely asked to 
talk to Trudy about the South China 
Sea, I remember them said 
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Years later, Wanda often recalls what she 
wrote about Trudi in her diary and how she 

disappeared the day the government 
officials came to her. 

It's kind of funny, but still puzzling how 
Trudi got up and left and why other 
serious-looking people in the government 
ask [about] her once or twice a year. 
Wanda swears neither she nor her mum 
have seen any indication what happened 
to Trudi. 

A real unsolved mystery, if you're going 
to ask me. 
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"A hungry stomach, an empty wallet, 
and a broken heart can teach you 
the best lesson in life." 
Brother Robin once mumbled after a 
long night, waking up on the 12 bus 
with swollen eyes, a headache, and 
an empty wallet which aptly sums up 
the living saga on Hobo Tours... 
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"Brother you can spend a dime..." 

I say because, they rent and sell trailers 
behind Juan Carlos’ Taco Stand (just down 
the street from @Bell & 7th, near 
Blockbuster [where] used to be) 
Where...remember?) (like) Motel Six no 
smoking or pets, old-school prices - 


HUNTER! 


Man, hide that designer [crack] tube in 
your pants and try to look [Kind of like] 
normal and then send Karen back to her 
husband. 
What? 
That's your dead brother's wife and you 
can die because of him? 
That's pretty crazy shit! ....okay? 
But you know they charge per person... 
Hey! [this isn't] Delaware! 
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There's a bunch of angry thugs at 
my door this Sunday morning waiting 
for me to get up...they re a sly 
bunch of dangerous looking homeless 
people and they all tell me they re 
there...they re making a peaceful 
protest. ..well...they threatened to 
light my trash can if they could 
borrow a match...all the thugs...you 
can tell by their gloomy exterior, 
can t you? ? ? 
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I once asked the old man [as] we spent 
several days ina corner booth at the bar, 
waiting for the rain to stop; I asked him 

to explain to me the secret of 
his long career. 
He paused, thought about it, then blinked 
and said, "No matter how many times 
I drive to Lake Pontchartrain at midnight 
to feed them strong, hungry alligators... 
I've never looked at the trunk... 
I've never...not over!" 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 
WHAT TRUDI KNEW? 


Trudi was a short, red-headed gal with 
a mean streak that I was clearly warned 
that was way over a mile long if not more. 
They said back in the day, if you looked up 
the term mean women in most English 
dictionaries; her picture was boldly 
displayed with a stern, stark warning to: 
“RUN IF YOU SEE HER COMING!" 
She was more noted (by those who knew 
her best) for having successfully nagged 
more than a few good men to an early 
grave and they said that she never blinked 
an eye or tuned away as she sat stone cold 
at each of their funerals. 

I met her only once and to this day, I still 
get the shivers just recalling the events 
of unfaithful day. 

I have a photo to commemorate that day 
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WHAT TRUDI KNEW? 


but I keep it well buried away in the 
bottom of a ratty old shoe box that 
occupies the inner most sanctuary reaches 
deep within my old steamer trunk. 

I keep that picture not to scare little 
children on Halloween but because it is 
the only picture that remains of my long 

departed grandfather. 

I should cut her out of the picture and 
retravel my grandfather's photo to a more 
proper place considering that he was 
a rather nice guy who didn t deserve (or 
I expect that no one bothered to warn him 
in advance) the wrath the Trudi brought 
to his declining years; still this doesn t 
seem somehow right either for 
(like it or not) he did love that mean, little 
gal and somehow it adds to complete/to 
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WHAT TRUDI KNEW? 


better understand his life's journey. 
Don't know whatever happened to her 
as she didn't hang around long after the 
life insurance cashed out, all the property 
was liquidated and long before greedy 
relatives could come mooching about. 
Sometimes, I wonder if fate/karma ever 
snapped back and bit her directly on the 
backside? 

On mumbling that thought, I dang near had 
a panic attack thinking that she might 
actually still be out there lurking and the 
last thing I wanted was for her to come 
after me. So, I let it be just like the guy 
who whistles as he walks by the grave yard; 
I return the photo back to the safety of 
its shoe box grave and started to whistle 
a little tune like I do whenever 
I pass By a scary graveyard. 
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Mr. Evans closed and locked the great 
door of the Colonel's Manor House after 
running in from out in the rain only to hear 
Trudi already way into retelling her story 
of how the rabbit-proof fence had caught 
Wanda after her long journey across the 
salt flats on her way back home and with 
hearing this far too often repeated urban 
tale; he resolved not to rehear her tale 
and quickly turned sharply away from this 
event instead trying analyze Trudi's 
urgently attempts to make sense of her 
great secret about how she knew that the 
wee men from Little Rock were involved in 
the stealing all the local children for work 
in the secret, government salt mines and 
why such a secret place (hidden and well 
protected from any preying eyes) would 
be so clearly marked on the great wall 
map in the Colonel Buyhim's study. 
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Like a blunt sledgehammer, Trudi's voice 
cried out from my reoccurring dream: 


“DON'T GIVE UPI" 


Yes the one (the dream) where I was out 
ina rain shower that was the color of 
blood...and, Trudi raised a boney finger 
and chanted her mantra that I should not 
turn away or give up on the secrets she 
could only hint at explaining before she 
disappeared on that rainy night, so many 
years ago, now. 

I know that in your eyes, I believed the 
Colonel when he swore on his death bed 
that he had only did what he had been told 
(ordered) to do out there on the back 
streets of Pittsburg's Southside. 
Yet...still Trudi’s voice again asked for not 
mercy but justice and that I should not 
turn a deaf ear and merely walked away 
the Colonel Buyhim's great crimes. 
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In the ancient Gis-Gis Book of Love, I am 
but a small boy wrapped firmly in a plastic 
bubble with my soul is firmly locked in this 
cage or that is how Trudi constantly 
reminded me of evenafter I left my 
childhood years so far behind. 
I think it is going to rain again, today? 
See, my friend, Trudi saw the power of 
the heart flumes and taught me how to 
think of it as if a non-listening wind that 
cruelly whispers wicked tales of the bold 
heroes that I will never be. 
From deep within her cracked crystal, 
mirror ball of universal truth; Trudi 
forewarned me to accept that there are 
some things that even the power of the 
Book of Love can not prevent or will into 
being for me as Iam still that little boy 
wrapped up in the plastic bubble. 
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Trudi's claim to a lasting social fame lie in 
the fact that she seemed to have a God 
given talent to bring a room to a complete 
halt with her ability to make a grand 
entrance and so she did on the night 
of the Colonel's grand reunion party 
to celebrate the great urban victory 
that his army regiment had been dutifully 
rewarded with shiny medals by their 
dying government in the waning days 
of the last great war. 

All these former commanders stood tall 
that night with what they had diluted 
themselves into believing that they had 
only done their duty while still publicly 
denying that there were in Prague in 1945. 
Trudi knew the secret(s) that they swore 
to take to their grave(s) and she was there 
to expose the Colonel's crimes against all 
human kind to seek some justice. 
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Then, the evening's host, the Grand 
Duchess who had so gratefully volunteered 
her family's grand manor as her father had 
served the regiment well; asked with some 

sense of confusion: 
"Who is this Trudi gal that you 
are arguing about?" 

The whole central part of the manor's vast 
reception room fell into complete silent 
and sensing the awkwardness of her 
question; she changed course and asked: 
"How about those Yankees... 

Will they win it all this year?" 

With that successful transition; the party 
was back on track and she went off to see 
about her other guests and left the old 
men alone to continue their conversation 
as to what to do regarding this Trudi gal’s 
threat to expose their deepest secrets. 
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Wanda was the only one who kept Trudi's 
memory alive and did so well into her 
latter days without ever, not once, trying 
to find out where she had disappeared to 
on that faithful day when those mean- 
looking, government boys came looking 
for her at her mom's trailer. 
Wanda never doubted Trudi's true calling 
or her visions while (at the same time) 
admitting that she had never being able 
to explain Trudi's gifts to anyone without 
being called “crazy." 

She also never feared for Trudi as she 
knew that she was blessed and that she 
had powerful angels who guided her path. 
“Trudi will come back once she finishes 
what she was sent to this world to do..." 
and Wanda never doubted that either. 
I would like to have said that Wanda was 
proven right but in the end; the story 
is/was much too complicated to lie. 
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“YOU KNOW ME! 


Trudi rented the small, backroom flat 
from that creepy guy who lives down at 
the end of the hallway and who keeps 
mumbling out loud about how bad life had 
trashed his dreams but, (in fact) it is just 
that he has gotten the story of Cain and 
Able confused with that of Ben and 
Jerry...and somehow, that was why he was 
always raising the rent on her flat. 
One day she came home and this note was 
tacked to her door: 

"I am a big reader and a fan of your 
brilliant writing...I get it!” 

"I have connected the dots and believe 
that I have decoded the inner meanings 
and commands that lied in plain sight... 

I am here to obey your command!" 


- Your Seventh! 
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Then, the policeman gave her a long look, 
stared Trudi directly in her bloodshot 
eyes - in that creepy way he always does 
as he asked her ina passing whimper of 
broken English: 

"What drama are you creating, today!" 
Not knowing the correct answer, not 
knowing what was expected of her asa 
reply or even what was a proper or even 
what a mere, polite response would be; 
Trudi very much understanding that this 
creepy old guy has the ability, the evil, 
vindictiveness, the absolute power to make 
her homeless on his mere dislike of her 
response or by being a day past due on the 
slum lord's monthly service fee(s) - as he 
was, indeed, the slum lord's muscle and bag 
man. In the end, she shrugged her broad 
shoulders and continued down the walkway 
and safety of the waiting city bus. 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


"You have to understand that I have 
always seen history as if, it was like 
flashes of lightning. It is only by waiting 
and watching patiently for these flashes 
of lightning that we can truly, yet hope to 
see all of the world’s drama played out 
daily...sometimes, we can see off into the 
another person's future, too.” 


And, so it was that one day out here on the 
busy streets and boulevards of the mid- 
day city when Trudi stopped me before 
I could cross the busy street as was my 
normal manner of escaping her; with an 

urgent need to reminded me that demons 
of this city graciously feeds on us with 

our every turning view. 

As always, she offered up such bright, 
amazing insight that filled my ears as if it 
was a companion, a customized, matching 

soundtrack to the low rhythm, the 
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rumblings of business mutterings raising 
up into a haunting choir of honking, the 
shrill blaring of unruffled horns of the car 
and lorry cluttered nearly every street 
here in the city. 

All the while, he words swarmed by and 
has I never really listened closely; they 
mere washed over me without doing much 
damager other asking a few minutes late 
for the appointment(s) that I had been 
on my way to. 

For me, this was easy for while she 
seemed a tab bit loony; she meant no harm 
and in fact, she believed that she was 
helping to protect my from the evil forces 
that lurk into the downtown's shadows and 
alleyways that (for whatever reason) only 
she could see or battle for me. 

I thanked her for her kind protection and 
swiftly continued on to my appointment. 
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"ANOTHER 
BOOSTER 
SHOT, 
DEARIE????" 


- Apaid advertisement for the Re- 
Election Committee for Little Joey 
Buyhim and his boy, DeHunter. 


-This week's special with any $500K purchase of 
DeHunter's Classical Fingerpaint Art: you will 
receive "FREE" an original Smoking Kit that does 
include a very limited edition DeHunter Crack pipe 
or a blind date with Ms. Fang-Fang's younger sister. 
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"While I am NOT an agent of the Evil 
Putin (which I may later regret as I hear 

that they pay pretty well) I do find it 
funny how the biggest war hawks all seem 
to be funded by Big Defense Contractors 
or Big Pharm...Just saying...Mr. Carl always 

taught us to follow the money....HEY, 
CARL! This might be ACTUALLY bigger 


than Watergate...” 
Looking up from my breakfast, I smiled 
and returned her monologue with a simple: 
Good morning to you too, Trudi!” 


Without even a nod, she continued on: 


“WELL! T have been told that the Evil 
Putin doesn t pay anywhere as well and our 
little buddies in the CCP as they are a lot 
more generous, I hear tell they offer you 
health benefits, all expense vacations (at 
the re-education camp of your choice) and 
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even a classy CCP spy gal to sleep 
with...Right Mister Eric????" 

For whatever reason, I ignored my normal 
common sense and joined in on her 
confessional: 

“If anything, I ama unpaid agent of 
America and/or maybe, Bernie Sanders - 
if they were to ask nicely..." 

That was my only and my original response 
which Trudi dutifully transcribed and 
posted up on the TWIT just right before 
those big guys in the black tinted Cad SUV 
came knocking on my condo door and asked 
to come while claimed to be Moron 
Missionaries - these were NOT skinny 
little white kids with bike helmets and 
equally skinny black ties; they looked like 
they were right out of "Soldier of 
Fortune" casting call or maybe able body 
extras from the TV Series, "The FBI." 
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From over my shoulder, Trudi called out 
to them as I pleaded for her to be quiet: 
“Too many people are set to make an 
unbelievable amount of money selling the 
tools of the war trade...massive profit for 
such easy picking..." 

They shouted back: 


“What did the lady say?" 


To which Trudi, who never was one to walk 
away from any argument once she was 
firmly planted on her soap box or lost in 
testament; continued on to educate them 
on what her spirit guides believed: 
“Too many politicians (who are beating the 
war drums in the West) are looking to 
distract their voters from how badly they 
have messed up everything else..." 
Later I saw that she had updated her 
TWIT post to say: 
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In the western nations, it seems better to 
pick on what they think is a weak Russia 
instead face (head on) the CCP (not the 

Chinese People as they too are hostage to 

these CCP gangsters and mobsters." 


After I posted my cash bail and I had 
agreed to plead guilt to a minor count of 
“impeding a Federal Officer" instead of 

the original charge of insurrection against 
the Federal Government or was it trying to 
overthrow the government...I forget now: 

I saw that Trudi had made yet another 
TWIT post as the door bell rang again: 
“Or more directly...better pick on Russia 
than kick our CCP Paymasters or as Little 

Joey Buyhim always told his boy DeHunter; 
never bite the hand that feeds you and 
which holds your second mortgage!!! 
How are Russian Soldiers in Cuba 
different from American Soldiers in Kiev? 
Not much!" 
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The poor guy was merely trying to go to 

work but, his tragic mistake was that he 
took the open seat right next to Trudi. 

Without any manner of a proper 
introduction; even just a courteous nod 
or a greeting exchanged between them, 
Trudi turned his face towards her and 
explained: 

"Little Joey Buyhim proved to be correct 
and it was yet another long, cold winter 
of killer Lockdown...How, I had truly 
wished he had been wrong on that too. 
I do look forward to the coming of Spring 
when all the flowers are in newest bloom 
and they open the FEMA-Funded Re- 
education Camps which I was said to hear 
where contracted out some China Inc. 

I am stocking up on bitcoins I bought from 
that Canadian Government Seizure Auction 
as you know they are like cigs in those 
FEMA Camps." 


~ _o- . i —s - * ‘ a ‘ ‘ = - 
7 a, ee "7. > st P- Tr. — A SEG SIE x 
= — a « — = di - . - a 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


On a foggy, wet winter morning, Mister 
Grossman encountered daring band of poor 
poachers out in the King s Royal Hunting 
Reserve, and he immediately saw that the 
little, wee men had seized the factory's 
maid, and knew that their intentions were 
not only just robbery. 

He was holding a crooked walking cain in 
his good hand, swinging it wildly as he ran 
towards them shouting a misspelled phrase 
from an old folk tale he learned as a lad: 
"CAM YE O'VER FRAE FRANCE" 
Upon hearing him approach, the wee men 
hooligans scattered like scared hares off 
into the heights (into the) trees on the 
Hill...and saving the poor working gal. 
With gratitude, Factory Girls weave 
Mister Grossman's God sent feat against 
those petty poachers, and if you carry on 

his fame, I'll tell you his story now. 
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Those who truly got to know Trudi or who 
had benefited greatly from her weird, 
Bohemian Advice knew that she was not 

that slightly touched lady who wondered 

about the downtown streets confessing of 
visions of invisible demons and who was 
most annoying to deal with. 

Those who actually took a moment to listen 
would tell you that she far from touched 
or demon processed; rather she was very 

sharp, smart and if touched; the touch 
came from God himself. 

I have actually meet a few of these people 
out on the street(s) and they have no 
doubt in their deeply held belief that she 
had been sent directly from God to assist 
us in changing are path back to the Road 
to Heavenly Salvation and to give us the 
opportunity to correct our sins to ensure 
that we might enjoy a long, faithful life. 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


When her warning(s) were heeded, taken 
to heart and acted upon with the sense of 
urgency that she (always) initially 
conveyed; most of those lucky people were 
saved from some ill fate or another 
disaster they Karmia had saddled them 
with. 

They tried to offer her rewards which 
she always refused. 

They offered her great words of love or 
praise which she would just waved off and 
towards her usually nature; Trudi would 
just rudely walk away in silence unless 
there was a further mission or issue she 
needed to discuses with you. 

I asked Trudi once about this behavior; 
she shrugged it off and explained to me 
that she was just a messenger and it was 
the people themselves that had changed 
their own fate(s) - NOT HER! 
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GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


One day you will wake up and Trudi will be 
gone...you will first notice the quiet and 
then, where was her bed roll? 
Breakfast will pass without you saying 
a word although you as you listen closely 
in case she might be coming up the steps. 
Before you leave for work, you will 
reassure yourself that is not the first 
time that she has gone missing without 
a note or even a forwarding address to 
send her “Cats R Us" Magazines too. 
As you always feared...Now, you vaguely 
remember with a new sense of discovery 
that she was rather found of 
Big Brother Jimmy B's song about 
riding a pony down to the beach and 
“disappearing without a trace." 


On the bus, you think deeper as you recall 
how she always said that “she was but 
a grease stain on the endless road to 
salvation and you know that she is gone. 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


Trudi pondered my question for a few 
rather long moments then, she suggested 
taking a bit of time off to increase our 
body's already high blood/rum level. 
Ina blink, right down the road from our 
usual pub, Trudi switched gears and you 
didn t need to be tipsy theologian to 
understand that she was in the middle of 
some instant revelation, struck by the 
spirit in what was surely a true Road to 
Damascus Moment and this is what she 
instantly started typing into my iPad 2: 


"IN 2022, WHAT IS NOT A SCAM?" 


I submit that my conversion was not as 
quickly but after much further unguided 
meditation to my trusty Tibetan Singing 

Bowl Soundtrack CD, much further 
consumption of drink and finally, a wee bit 
of Googlie Research points to this being a 

fact based response which explains why. 


GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


the trending data points say Trudi s initial 
thought(s) on this topic were spot on. 
Which only goes on to justify Trudi's 
established point that ever since the 
shifty carney fellows came to town and 
took over the midway...All of our lives are 
touched by one cheap carney scam after 
another... 

Ina final comment before she turned 
away to watch the “Wheel of Fortune: 
“And like in the rigged ring toss; we still 
are stupid enough to think we can beat the 
odds and win in the end... 

Or at least, that is what the bearded lady 
whispered in my ear as she lifted my 
wallet and watch and Little Joey Buyhim 
gave me a wink from across from midway." 
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GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


Several years later, I was slowly learning 
to accept that life does still go on even 
without Trudi s Bohemian Spiritualism to 
bring interesting times into my daily life. 
I had boxed her few possessions, all of 
the stuff that she had abandon and 
dutifully buried it into the back reaches 
of the hallway closet (I guess) in some vain 
hope that I would find her at my door. 
Just as I had learned to accept her 
departure when I discovered a 
handwritten note that she apparently had 
secretly placed deep within middle of 
a paperback that was destine for the 
Goodwill. 
I knew the handwriting without hesitation 
but it took me a rather longer time to 
actually open and then read it. 
She write in bold script that freely mixed- 
and-matched script and printed letters: 


"ae 
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GREETINGS COMRADE CAMPERS! 


"Truly, is this not our purpose in life to 
crest this hill, return to the beaches and 
set torch to our ships before marching 
inland with Cortes...You can never go 
back...Tom Wolfe was so correct...Always, 
we must decide to march off 
forward, Never can we retreat into the 
safe comfort of our past...Live for 
today...Live in this very moment, the past 
is dust and if you continue to live in that 
graveyard, you can have no future..." 
She finished with a rather odd 
observation: 

"These are troubling and utterly strange 
thoughts, are they not? 


Such a random discover might have some 
deeper meaning that is going way over my 
head as I write this but I treasure this 
note and maybe, someday, I can ask her to 
explain, in person. 


www.facebook.com/emil.west.5249 
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We had already ordered an extra large 
pizza, a couple of kegs were cooling and a 
case of imitation, Cuban Rum was already 
half gone as we were all set to cheer the 

home team on. The wife even made 
Ukrainian Home Team Tee-Shirts. 
What happened? 
We tuned in. 


Can't find it... 


What nappened? 


7 e sine 
What Channel? 
Flipped it over to CNNister and they just 
had what looked like old Trumperster Re- 
Runs and then they had on their own 
creepy, porn lawyer (with only a head shot 
view angle..."can t be too sure as the kids 
might be watching" or so was the anchor's 
disclaimer...kid watching?) 
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Turned on the radio and NPR had some 
special documentary on how the Uighur 
Camps in Western China offered free, 
universal pre-school... 
No WAR... 


What's going on? 


The wife said it might be some kind of a 
rain delay but, not so according to the 
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What happened? 


FROM THE SAME PEOPLE WHO BROUGHT YOU... MATRIX RESURRECTIONS 
\\\ ae Vf 
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NO REFUNDS...NO EXCHANGES...MUST SHOW YOUR VAZ CARD FOR ENTRY... 
NO “GO BRANDON” SLEEPWEAR OR TEE-SHIRTS ALLOWED! 


Weather Channel...clear skies in Kiev... 


HEY DUDE! 


Hey, Little Joey Buyhim, I clearly 
remembering you said Wednesday, 
didn't you? 
Please...don t tell me that the WAR 
is a pay-to-view thing! 


What happened? 


Seeing that the WAR was 
called because of rain? 


Or was it that NBCister didn't want to 
pre-empt the Olympics...I understand 
that...If you had paid like seven billion 
dollars to broadcast the Olympics wouldn t 
you be on the horn with that evil Putin and 
talk him into waiting on the Networks 


What wappeneee 


Rating Sweeps coming next month - more 
chance of tie-ins with the local affiliates 
and generate some sponsor underwriting 


before game time 
I think that is what my not-to-be-named 
source within Little Joey Buyhim s Peace 
and Harmony Commission telexed me... 
Shame as we had dusted off all of our 
war-watching gear that has been growing 


What rappanncs 


dust since the early days of the highly 
rated "WMDs Outside of Bagdad." 
Seeing that the WAR will be rescheduled, 


I got on the horn 


to my old buddy (Adam S.) from Burbank 
and asked him to pick up the Western 

Union Money Gram from good, old Doc F 

and take it out the outlaw, Sample Lab so 


What up pene 


that I could order this new batch of 
Emil's Zombie Samples... 


I truly like old Doc F. as he has never let 
the truth stand in the way of a good story 
but, I wish we could tell him the truth 
that his funding is going to make the 
second generation of these GOF [Gain of 
Function] Zombie Samples instead of the 
Beagle Research he thought that he was 


What is onan 


funding... 


Second gen GOF Zombie Samples are cool 
because they (now) come fully assembled 
to skip easily over even the greatest 
internet walls by being labeled as: 


“XXX-Rated Baywatch beauties." 
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EMIL WEST 


Follow to get new release updates 


and improved recommendations 


About EMIL WEST 


The new founder of The 
Revolutionary Cadre for Artistic 
Freedom. You too can a become a 
part of the Revolutionary Cadre for 
Artistic Freedom to be able to 
afford a decent meal or pay the 
overdue water bill by buying my 
books..Indeed, you can Comrade 
Book Buyer! 
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Are you an author? Titles By EMIL WEST 
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